A  FRIEND'S  TRIBUTE
marked it as his own, as in, "We live in a series of rushes
—like the infant Moses.'* He was a master of the kind
of grotesque juxtaposition involved here. "How pretty
the yew-trees look at this time of year," interposed a lady
with a soft, silvery voice that suggested a chinchilla
muff painted by Whistler. Then there is the competi-
tion of evidence as to ghosts, capped by "My uncle's
ghost was seen by a Rural Dean who was also a Justice of
the Peace." How, in the most laboured of emphatic
paragraphs, could a writer better convey the very quint-
essence of reliability?' asks Sir John Squire. This of
the writer and his art. Here is something that sheds an
invaluable light on what manner of man that writer was:
I knew that, when they came home from India, on
Colonel Munro's retirement from active service, 'Saki's'
people had settled down at Buckleigh, just above West-
ward Ho! A lady who was a neighbour of the Munros
and on terms of close friendship with them, has furnished
me with the following interesting and revealing details
regarding 'Saki' as she knew him.
*I did not know him', she writes, 'until after he came
back from Burmah, where a few months of the climate
had almost killed him. He was a wreck from fever and
was supposed to have come home to die. He stayed
with his father, Colonel Munro, at Hillcrest, Buckleigh,
until he was well enough to make a fresh start, and then
I think he went to London and began his journalistic
work. I saw little of him but he was always interesting
to meet, and a clever, witty talker in the quiet, condensed
style of his literary work. He might be doing something
as ordinary as handing the cake plates at an"At Home",
but his originality flavoured most of his brief remarks
and most people found it worth while to listen to that low
voice. He must often have mightily irritated the stodgy
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